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dressed. We, of course, freely and unofficially distributed what tinned rations we could spare.
There was also a flourishing black market and wonderful meals could be obtained for milliards of drachmas—they had now ceased to talk about millions. I strongly suspect that some of the white flour sent by the Red Cross was rinding its way into these restaurants. If the Andartes, instead of shooting rival politicians, had executed some of the black marketeers they might have had more common sense and justice on their side. Archbishop Damaschinos told me that ninety per cent of Athens' children were either consumptive or on the verge, through malnutrition.
High above this seething, joyful Athens, dominating it with serene nobility, was the flood-lit Acropolis. We wondered that the electric light was still available everywhere and could be used so prodigally. The story was that the German demolition party ordered to blow up the chief power station had been routed by Andartes.
Once again the Germans had belied the name of Hun by zealously protecting all the classical monuments. When, in my part of incorrigible sightseer, I went up to the Acropolis next day on the back of a motor-cycle, I found that only one vandal had attempted to leave his mark. Even he had merely hacked his name on a wooden bench and spared the doric columns. In contrast I recently saw the walls of the Tudor kitchen at Hampton Court disfigured with hundreds of signatures. The worst infamy was " Joyce and Mary " scrawled in lipstick.
The Parthenon, undefiled, unequalled, stood for man's creative and artistic genius. Elsewhere in the city was a sordid building that stood for man the beast—the Gestapo headquarters. But it also stood for man the martyr and saint. The cells still bore signs of whipmarks and bloodstains. One dark, windowless cell, only three feet across, had the words pencilled on the wall in Greek: "We must have courage. Here I found the God I had lost."
In one white-washed cell I deciphered an English name which looked like " William Turtin, 474675." It was enclosed in a pencilled square with a little cross above andhe capital overrefused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
